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Hurricane Watch 


Author's Notes: 
| found this prompt on Tumblr, and | just knew that it had to be written about Taylor! 


For reference, Barry Allen is The Flash (sorry, I'm a bit of a nerd). 


| hope you enjoy! 


A day off in the middle of a tour was a welcome event. A hectic schedule of interviews, personal appearances, 
and sound checks meant that the band rarely had the opportunity to take in the sights, sounds, and culture of 
whatever city they may have found themselves in. When they were granted a rare free day, they took full 
advantage. Even the weather couldn't quell their enthusiasm. They would don scarves and hats, grab an 


umbrella- whatever was necessary to brave the elements- and set out to explore their surroundings. 


New Orleans was a particular favorite of all five men. Bourbon Street, French beignets, and deep jazz roots 
called to them the second the wheels touched the tarmac. Very few obstacles could stand between the Foo 
Fighters and The Big Easy. Hurricane Grace was one of those obstacles. 


Assured by hotel management that a category | hurricane posed no immediate threat to their safety, so long 
as they stayed indoors, the band hunkered down in their respective rooms to ride out the storm. Dave sat in 
his expansive suite, mindlessly surfing through what seemed to be an endless number of weather reports on 
the television Most people couldn't fathom what would make the likes of Jim Cantore attempt to stand upright 
in 80 mile per hour winds to deliver a report on the storm surge, but Dave could. It was the excitement, the 
adventure, the uncertainty. All of which were severely lacking on Dave's rainy Thursday afternoon. 

Dave had flipped to one of the hotel's paid channels- perhaps some adult themed entertainment would liven 
things up - when an intricate drum fill rapped on his hotel room door. Dropping the remote, he stood to 
answer it. Across the threshold stood a lean, lanky drummer; foot tapping out a rhythm, fingers jangling lively 
against brightly colored board shorts, and golden hair swishing silently as his head bobbed side to side. 

"Hey D, whatcha doir?" Taylor asked as he pushed his way past Dave and into the room. 

"Come on in.." Dave mused, closing the door. 

Grunting, Taylor flopped down on the sofa. 

"What's wrong?" 

‘lm boooooored!" Taylor groaned, throwing his head back against the cushions. "Let's do something!” 

"Well, | was thinking about watching a movie, if you'd care to join me," Dave smirked. 


Taylor glanced at the television, reading the title onscreen: "Edward Penis—Hands". 


"You are one sick fuck, you know that?" Taylor laughed, shaking his head. "l'm serious, let's dooooo something! 


Preferably something that doesn't involve desecrating one of the greatest Tim Burton movies of all time." 


"Hey, your loss man. Okay!" Dave clapped his hands together, "What do you wanna do?" He glanced at his guitar, 


"Wanna jam?" 
Taylor shook his head, "Nah 
"Wanna play some cards?" 
ve 

"Wama go fuck with Nate 


"Uh-uh." 


"Well dammit Taylor, | don't know!" Dave threw his hands into the air in exasperation. "Contrary to what you 


may believe, it is not my responsibility to entertain your spastic ass." 

Taylor glanced up toward the ceiling and chewed his bottom lip. Suddenly, he bolted upright. 
"| know!" 

Reaching across the sofa, he grabbed the hotel phone from the side table. 


"Hello? Yes, could | have some extra blankets sent up to room 402?" A pause. "Ummmm.. four or five, maybe? 
Yeah? Ok cool! Thanks!" He bounced off of the couch and over to the room's closet. 


"What are you doing T?" Dave asked, setting his hands on his hips and raising an eyebrow. 
"Here," Taylor handed him two blankets that he had pulled from the closet and scampered to the bedroom. 


He returned with the bed linens and pillows just as there was a knock at the door. Dumping the contents of his 
arms into Dave's, he opened the door and accepted another stack of blankets from the bell-hop. 


Dave gaped at Taylor as the door clicked shut behind him. 

"What the hell are we gonna do with all of this shit?" 

"Build a fort!" Taylor beamed, 

"Seriously dude?" 

"Yeah!" 

Dave shook his head and muttered something to himself about not being twelve years old as Taylor began 
rearranging the furniture. He was rattling on about the forts that he used to build as a kid when he noticed 
Dave, still standing by the door, looking at him incredulously. 

"Are you just gonna stand there, or are you gonna help me?" 

"Ah, what the fuck." 

The two men set about constructing their fortress. They draped blankets over the sofa and chairs, using 
cushions for doors. Forty-five minutes later, an impressive barracks covered the expanse of the suite's living 


room. Gathering more blankets and pillows, the two crawled in and admired their handiwork. 


‘Ok, fort built. What do you want to do now?" 


"Ummmm.." Taylor thought for a minute as his gaze settled on Dave's lips. He'd always found Dave attractive. 
His soft, flowing brown hair, with chocolate eyes to match; and damn if the man didn't have a gorgeous mouth. 
He'd never really thought about acting on his attraction, but countless days of being cooped up in busses, 
planes, and hotel rooms had left him a bit stir crazy. Add to that, their first free day in weeks spent on 
hurricane watch, and Taylor was itching to get a bit frisky. 


He leaned forward and gave Dave a quick peck on the lips. He smiled mischievously as he leaned back to study 


his companion's reaction. Dave looked amused. 
"So?" Taylor asked, raising his eyebrows. 


"So. So you think that watching Edward Penis-Hands is weird, but making out with your frontman in a blanket 
fort is okay?" Dave chortled. 


"Natu rally.” 


“There's something wrong with you, Hawkins." He laughed as he grabbed the back of Taylor's head and drew 


him in for another kiss. 
"Pot to the kettle," the blonde murmured as he smiled against Dave's lips. 


Their tongues wrestled for claim as their hands began to roam and explore. The fact that they probably looked 
like a couple of bumbling teenagers was not lost on them, causing childish giggles to punctuate their kisses. 


Taylor was the first to remove his shirt, and a smile spread across Dave's face as he ran his hands over the 


toned body before him. Bending his head, he traced a line from Taylor's clavicle to his jaw line with his tongue. 
‘Mmmm, tastes like chicken," he remarked, tapping the tattoo on Taylor's left shoulder. 

Taylor sneered as he pushed Dave down onto his back. 

"Its a hawk, you jackass." 

Taylor pounced on him, not unlike a tiger pounces on it's prey. He nibbled and sucked on an earlobe as his hand 
wandered under the singers shirt, sliding up to find a nipple. As he pinched and rolled it between his fingers, 
Dave arched his back and sucked in a breath through gritted teeth. 

"Shit!" 

Unable to suppress another giggle, Taylor extracted his hand and pulled Dave's shirt up and over his head. 


Tossing it to the side, he reached for Dave's belt buckle. The brunette raised himself up on his elbows and the 


blonde paused, looking up to meet his gaze. 


"Really?" Dave asked. 

If you want to. We don't have to, we can go back to kissing" 

Dave couldn't deny the fact that he had gotten more than a little worked up, and he knew that- one way or 
another- he was going to have to take care of things. Why do for yourself what someone else was 
volunteering to do for you? Grinning, he settled back, folding his arms behind his head. 

"Please, continue." 

Taylor pulled Dave's pants and boxers off with stunning efficiency, and slid his body back up alongside the 
singer's. As their lips met again, he ran his hand down Dave's chest, over his hip, and up the length of his 
erection. He wrapped his fingers around it and began to stroke- slowly at first, letting the pressure build. The 
moan that passed from Dave's lips to Taylor's made him painfully aware of his own cock straining against the 
soft fabric of his shorts. Pulling back, he sat up. The sudden cessation of pleasure caused Dave to groan. 
"What's wrong?" 

"Nothing." Taylor wiggled out of his own shorts. 

He straddled the older man with a hungry glint in his eye, and returned his lips to that deliciously perfect 
mouth. Grabbing one of Dave's hands, he led it down between his legs and wrapped it around his cock. As Dave 
took his cue and began to pump Taylor, Taylor returned his own hand to Dave. They huffed into each other's 
mouths, pulling and tugging in perfect rhythm. A sheen of sweat glistened on both bodies as the pressure in 
their stomachs built, threatening to overtake them at any moment. 

"Fuck T! l'm gonna..Fuck!" 

Dave's hips bucked forward as he spilled into Taylor's hand The sudden warmth, combined with the expression 
on Dave's face- lips slightly parted, and eyes hooded in pleasure- sent Taylor over the edge. With a grunt, he 
threw his head back and let go. The sensation coursed through every vein in his body, from the top of his 
head to the tips of his toes, unravelling weeks of built up tension. With a sigh, he collapsed on Dave's chest. 
"Well" Dave exclaimed. 

"Well, indeed!" 

They dissolved into breathless giggles as Taylor rolled onto his back. After several moments, Taylor sat up. 


"Hey! Let's spend the night in here! We can get snacks, and flashlights, and tell scary stories!" 


"Again | say, there's something wrong with you." 


"Aww, c'mon DI Please??" Taylor whined. 


Dave caved with a sigh. "Ok, fine. You go find some flashlights, and I'll rustle us up some grub. Meet back here 
in 30°" 


"Sweet! Yes! Okay!" 

Taylor threw on his clothes and dashed out of the room faster than Barry Allen. As the door latched shut 
behind him, Dave laid back on his pillow and mused to himself. Flashlights and scary stories, huh? He knew where 
that got him with girls. He had a feeling that he would have no trouble scaring the pants off of Taylor as well. 


With a devilish grin, he pulled on his own pants and set off in search of supplies. 


Excitement and adventure had found their way into his rainy Thursday after all. 


A Hot Blonde and a Machete 


Author's Notes: 

| find that my writing process is a lot like Taylor's recording process. There's a lot of self loathing involved, 
but in the end, | have a product that l'm fairly happy with. | started this chapter intending it to be cute and 
funny, but it turned into flat-out smut. Whaddya gonna do? 


As it turns out, finding flashlights in a four-star hotel is surprisingly difficult. By the time Taylor returned to 
the room, Dave had what looked like the contents of every vending machine in the building stock-piled in the 
fort. He had also procured extra blankets and pillows, and had taken to building out their sleeping quarters. 


"Ah, a palace fit for kings!" Taylor remarked as he crawled inside. 


Tossing Dave a flashlight, he settled indian style in the middle of their camp. He grabbed a bag of Cheetos 
from the pile, ripped it open, and shoved a handful in his mouth. 


"Let's get this shit started!" he spewed between chews. 
"Easy, dude! | don't wanna be sleeping in your half-chewed Cheeto gunk!" 


"Sorry man" With the back of his hand, he wiped orange dust from the corners of his mouth. "Okay, lemme go 
first! I've got a great story about a hot blonde and a dude with a machete!" 


The two sat, flashlights held to their chins, swapping ghost story for slasher story for alien abduction story. 
Gasps, shrieks, and howling laugher filled the room. At 3 am, Taylor growled out a yawn 


“Alright, D. I'm wiped. Time to hit the hay." 


The second his head hit the pillow, Taylor was out. Dave gazed at him in wonderment, amazed at how the 
blonde could go from full-throttle to zero in an instant. He was convinced that Tay wasn't entirely human. He 
has to have an "off" switch somewhere, he thought to himself. He half-considered an exploration mission, when 
his thoughts wandered back to his earlier intentions. They had spent the entire night huddled together in the 
dark, whispering ghost stories.. and nothing. Now here Taylor slept, spent in every way except the way in 


which Dave had intended. He, on the other hand, was far from tired. If anything, the storytelling and junk food 


had wound him up even more. 


He reached out to tuck errant strands of hair behind Taylor's ear. He let his fingers ghost over the 


drummer's cheek, and traced his soft lips with an index finger. 


The night's not over yet. 


He slid his hand beneath the blankets in search of his prize. A sly grin tugged at the corners of his mouth as 
he reached his desired destination, and began rubbing Taylor's cock through his board shorts. Taylor moaned 
softly as his eyes fluttered open and focused on Dave. 


"Dave..." 
| was in the mood for a midnight snack," the frontman murmured, nibbling on Taylor's earlobe. 


Another moan escaped the blonde as Dave slid his hand inside his shorts and wrapped his fingers around 

Taylor's cock. As he began to run his hand up and down the length of Taylor's erection, the blonde's mouth fell 
open. Dave immediately caught it with his own. Ignoring all pretense, Taylor attacked him. Grabbing a handful of 
chestnut hair, he sucked in Dave's bottom lip and gave it a tug with his teeth. Dave growled into Taylor's kiss, 


as he felt his own erection growing. 


Found the "on" switch, he mused. "Time to get rid of these damn shorts," he said aloud, throwing back the 
blankets. 


Dave settled between Taylor's legs and slid his lips over the tip of his cock. He pumped with one hand, as his 
tongue made slow, deliberate circles around the head. 


"Fuck, D!" Taylor groaned as he bucked his hips. With both hands tangled in dark hair, he pushed himself 
further into Dave's mouth. 


As Dave set a steady rhythm, he began to run his hands up and down the perfect body laid out before him. 
He pinched a nipple, and inwardly grinned at the sounds that fell out of Taylor's open mouth. He tickled each rib, 
and felt the muscles ripple beneath his fingers when it caused the younger man to giggle. 


It was then that Taylor did the sexiest fucking thing that Dave had ever seen- he grabbed Dave's hand and 
brought it to his mouth. Dave watched as Taylor sucked in two fingers, his eyes locked on Dave. The sight 
nearly sent him over the edge. Taylor sucked harder, faster, swirling his tongue around Dave's fingers. Dave 
couldn't stifle the groan that erupted from the pit of his stomach, and he knew that- at this pace- he would 
come right there, knelt between Taylor's legs, without ever taking his own shorts off. 


We cant have that. 


He withdrew his fingers and quickened his pace. His hand now free, he reached down to cup Taylor's balls. This 
elicited a jagged, breathy moan from the drummer, who rolled his hips needily under Dave. 


"Shit, D!" 


Taylor spilled, and Dave greedily swallowed everything he had to give. As the aftershocks rumbled through 


Taylor's body, Dave placed gentle kisses on his stomach and chest, coming to rest nuzzled in the crook of 


Taylor's neck. Upon recovering his senses, Taylor pulled back to smile at Dave. 
"Grohl, | believe you've been holding out on me!" 
"I have no idea what you're talking about, Hawkins." 


‘Mmhmm.." Taylor smirked as he pushed Dave onto his back. "Well, maybe | have a few tricks of my own up 


my sleeve." 

‘| don't see how that's possible, seeing as how you never wear a damn shirt." 

"And you love it!" 

With that, Taylor licked a hot streak from Dave's collar bone to his nipple, pausing to give it a quick nip. 
"Fuck, Taylor!" 


But the blonde had moved on, working his way down Dave's chest. Somehow, he had already removed Dave's 
shorts, and tossed them into the corner of the fort. Without hesitation, he ran his tongue from the base of 
Dave's cock to the tip, before taking him in completely. The muscles in Tay's throat tightened around him, and 
he grabbed the back of Taylor's head with a hiss. As Taylor worked him with his mouth, he hooked a hand 
under Dave's knee and pushed it up to his chest. Dipping lower, he took one of Dave's balls into his mouth, 
sucking gently while he ran his hand up and down the length of Dave's shaft. 


Dave could no longer control the string of obscenities that tumbled from his lips. He knew that he would lose 
control soon, but not like this. He didn't know why, but he needed Taylor to taste him, just as he had tasted 
Taylor. 


As if he sensed this, Taylor wrapped his lips around Dave's cock, and took him deep once more. Dave came 
with a cry, his body shuddering under the weight of his pleasure. As Taylor crawled back up alongside him, 
Dave wrapped his arms around him and pulled him close. Cupping the drummer's cheek, he drew him into a 
slow, tender kiss. 

"Damn, Hawk. You- damn.." he sighed. 


"l'Il take that as your seal of approval," Taylor chuckled as he burrowed into Dave's embrace. 


Two best friends slept, spent, wrapped up in each other. Hidden away in a fort made of blankets, companionship, 


and love. 


